EDITOR'S LETTER 


eople always ask me what the best 

part is about being editor at Dig. This 

issue has brought me to a solid answer: 
The best part of being at Dig is the stories that 
others share and the creative license, we as 
writers, use to tell them. The stories them- 
selves can change the way we look at life or 
inspire us to be different. Each article in this 
issue has done that for me, and | hope you, as 
a reader, feel the same. 


Stories that are sure to inspire are those 
about the lessons we learn—or the lessons 
we don’t. As shameful as itis, most have done 
it, or at least know someone who has. Driving under the influence of alcohol is 
nothing new. Some are lucky to never have been caught. Some get caught by the 
law. Some never make it. We can drink for less during happy hour, but what price 
do we pay for having too many? Lauren Nelson explores, “The Cost of a Drink.” 


We can learn a lot from other people’s experiences. CSULB student, Sadeesha 
Abeysinghe teaches us about “Counting Your Blessings.” She never thought that 
going back home to Sri Lanka would change her life forever. 


| also get asked who has been the most interesting person to interview. Trust 
me when | say that this campus has many worthy of that title. But by far, President 
Maxson and his wife, Dr. Sylvia Maxson, are two of the most wonderful people | 
have ever met; their positive attitude and energy are contagious. | thank them for 
allowing me the opportunity to share their story with our readers, and those who 
helped to make this article possible. It’s going to be hard to find someone who will 
be able to fill Maxson’s shoes. We'll all be sad to see him retire as president, but 
the tides are high and he’s “Riding the Beach Wave.” 


For those like myself who will be graduating in May, not only will the ceremony 
be special to us, but it too will be special for Maxson. This is the last commencement 
ceremony for him as president. It will be an honor to shake his hand on that day, 
as it’s been an honor to have him as CSULB president during my five years at this 
university. 


ana) 


ees Julie Guevara, editor in chief 
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‘Features 


The Cost of a Drink 
Chris Harrington spent $7,500 paying for 
a DUI. Others aren’t so lucky. Sometimes, 


Happy Hour can turn really ugly. 
By Lauren Nelson 


Riding the Beach Wave 

After 11 years as CSULB President, Maxson has finally 
decided that it’s time to retire. He leaves behind a 
legacy, but he’s leaving in style? looking forward and 
riding off into the sun. 

By Julie Guevara 


Lo 


Counting Your Blessings IN EVERY ISSUE 
The tsunamis in Southeast Asia sent 
shockwaves around the world. Here in the 2 =‘ BDTTOR’S LETTER 
states, images created a powerful but 

disembodied emotional mosaic. CSULB Cae 
student, Sadeesha Abeysinghe, was in Sri 
Tanka when the first building-sized walls 
of water surged onto the beaches. This is 15 DIG PROSPECTS 


14 GAN you biG rr? 


her testament of survival. Bvery student has a 
; story. Each month, they 
By Katie Plourd get to tell it here. This 


month, meet Nick Towle. 
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By Lauren Nelson 
illustration By Marin Runje 


t the beginning of the night. choosing among Absolut. Jose 
Cuervo, Jagermeister or Jack Daniels can sometimes be the 
hardest decision to make. By the end of the night. making the 
decision to drive under the influence. should not be as difficult. Some 
assume it ts sate to drive atter a tew drnks, but many quickly learn that 
their rationalizations are skewed. | 
Chris Harrington.a Cal State Cong Beach student, then 18, decided 
to drive himself home atter yet another drinking party. He drove 
“pertectly, he says. enjoying his buzz on the empty roads he drove every | 
day. Cittle did he know that his few hours of fun would cost him $7,500: 
the money Harrington had been saving tor his future would soon be 
spent on criminal tees and lawyer expenses. 
Continuing down the road. focusing on the swaying lines of the 
deserted U.S. Highway 1. Harrington looked up to see flashing lights in 
his rear-view mirror—then came the sirens, echoing through his head. He 
thought a cop was chasing him down. but realized the cole was atter 
someone else. Once again. he thought he wi 3 
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“| drove drunk probably a hundred times before this,” says Harrington. 
He assures he is a good driver under the influence, as well as good 
at talking himself out of every situation. 

As the grade in the road steepened, Harrington eased on the 
breaks. He discovered the cops had given up on chasing the other 
car. Sheriffs blocked both lanes, stopping the underage, drunken 
driving Harrington. The stench of alcohol ruined his every attempt 
to sound calm and collected. He was caught. 

Handcuffed and blinded by the two beaming lights ae 
toward his face, Harrington waited for a highway patrolman to 
administer a breathalyzer test. It wasn’t because of his bad driving 
that he was arrested, he says, but because he didn’t count to 30 with 
his eyes closed. He opened his eyes on 29. 

Whether a person has had a few drinks or several, the possibility 
of receiving a DUI is still the same. By law, itis illegal for a person 
21 years of age and older to drive with a Blood Alcohol Concentra- 
tion (BAC) of 0.08 percent or more. This means a 140-pound 
person only needs to down two drinks before being considered 
drunk—a limit thatis considered safe by most 
uninformed drivers. 

What many people don’t KnBW is that DUI 
expenses add up to $5,263, before lawyer's 
fees, according to the California Department : 
of Motor Vehicles. 

Prior to having a trial by jury, Harrington 
gave up. “I plead guilty and took the punish- 
ment so | wouldn't have to worry about it 
anymore,” he says. “Once you get arrested 

you're punished either way. It’s a lose/lose 
situation because you still have to pay court 


__ fees to prove your innocence.” 


Lawyer, Chris Plourd, advises people to 
use a public defender instead, to save money 
for the fines. Plourd, however, no longer litigates aneeen driving 
cases. “They are not worth fighting,” he says. 
According to Plourd, an accused drunken driver can win a court 
case, but they will still walk away with thousands of dollars in fines. 


_ Either way, it is highly unlikely that a person will be let off of a J 


drunken driving charge unscathed, he says. “Juries tend to convict 
readily,” Plourd said. “There is no sympathy from them.” 
Though the DUI process is complicated, and as Harrington pu 
it, “extremely drawn out,” Plourd advises those arrested on 0 
charges to spend the months of maltihe taking the courses to pr 
they are learning a lesson. 
During the six months that it took to process his DUI, Harringto 


attended required Alcoholics Anonymous meetings and Alcot ol 
Education courses. This happened while he was preparing to begin - 


his freshman year at CSULB. 


Harrington lost one of the most important possessions in a 
young person’s life: his car and driver's license for one year. To 
most, not having a car and a license is unimaginable, but it is 
nothing compared to the consequence he could have paid—death. 

DUls are not limited to stereotypical partygoers as many might 
think, even academically-focused students drink and get mixed up 
in moments, just like everyone else. 

In Spring 2004, CSULB lost. one of their own President’s 
Scholars, Jason Kirsinas, to an unlikely night of heavy drinking. 
After celebrating his 21st birthday at Long Beach’s Liquid Lounge, 
Kirsinas lapsed into a coma and later died of alcohol poisoning. 

According to the National Highway Traffic Safety Administra- 
tion, 39 percent of the deaths that occurred in traffic in 2003 were 
alcohol related. — 

Despite knowing the consequences of driving under the influ- 
ence, Harrington still drives home after long nights of drinking—a 
sad reality for lawmakers and other innocent drivers. [] 
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CALENDAR 


Silverstein - 7:30 p.m. 
Chain Reaction 


Maroon 5 - 8:15 p.m. 
Universal Amphitheatre 


20 - Lisa Marie Presley | 2‘ - Bob Dylan - 7 p.m. 
7 p.m. Pantages Theatre 


HOB Anaheim 


27 - The Bravery 
7:30 p.m. 
Troubadour 


| 21/28 Jn 22/29 


Album 
Releases: 


The Mars Volta - “Frances the Mute” 
Jennifer Lopez - “Rebirth” 

Judas Priest - “Angel of Retribution” 
Jack Johnson - “In Between Dreams” 


50 Cent - “The Massacre” 

The Flaming Lips - “Late NightTales” 
The Kills - “No Wow’ 

Over It - “Silverstrand” 


The Blind Boys of Alabama - 
“Atom Bomb” 
Baby Bash - “Super Saucy” 


“End of the Century: The Story of the 
Ramones” DVD 


~- - Unwritten Law - 7 p.m. 
HOB Anaheim 

Billy Idol - “Devil’s Playground” 

Lifehouse - “Lifehouse” 

Louis XIV - “The Best Little Secrets Are 

Kept” 

~~ = Blood Simple - “A Cruel World” 

Morrissey - “Live At Earl’s Court” 

The Bravery - "The Bravery” 

Will Smith - “Lost and Found” 

Story of the Year - “Live in the Lou” 
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Movie 
Releases: 


“Be Cool” 
“The Jacket” 
“The Pacifier” 


S 


“Hostage” 
“Robots” 
“The Upside of Anger” 


Home Grown - 7 p.m. 
HOB Anaheim 


One Tree Hill Tour: Gavin 
Degraw, TheWreckers-8 p.m: 


The Wiltern LG The Futureheads - 9 p.m. 


Henry Fonda Theatre 


Maroon 5 - 8:15 p.m. 


Universal Amphitheatre 


Alicia Keys - 8 p.m. Alicia Keys - 8 p.m. “Ice Princess” Flogging Molly - 7 p.m. 
Kodak Theatre Kodak Theatre “The Ring Two” HOB Anaheim 


St. Patrick’s Day! 


: 


30 - “Beauty Shop” 24 - Fall Out Boy - 6 p.m. The B 7:30 
i i “Guess Who” e Bravery - /: mM. 
23 - Louis XIV - 8 p.m. Chain Reaction Le aha ry Pp 
Troubadour “Miss Congeniality 2: Armed 


and Fabulous” 


31 - Taste of Chaos Tour 
(The Used, My Chemical Ro- 
mance, Saosin, Senses Fail, 
Static Lullaby) - 7 p.m. 

Long Beach Arena 


Motley Crue - 8 p.m. 
The Forum 


Bob Dylan - 7 p.m. 
Pantages Theatre 
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e walks around withasm 
on her face. The weath 
y.behorrible. She ma 


ties, she is happy to be alive. 


re important,” 


“| think people wouldn’t even know where 


Sri Lanka was on the map, but they all know 
where our country is right now. It’s sad how 


we got popular.” 


“They came running to our holiday bun- 
galow and told us to run—that the sea was 
coming,” says Abeysinghe. Thinking it was a 
trivial flood of some sort, she and her family 
still listened to the security guards. When they 
finally saw what was coming, it hit them that 
this was not just a little wave, but massive 
waves, higher than the coconut trees that 
lined the beach. 

“At first, | didn’t think it was really serious,“ 
Abeysinghe says. “When | saw the sight, it 
was really too shocking to know what to do. 
You don’t know what direction to run so you 
just follow what somebody else does.” 

As she looked back, the tsunami swal- 
lowed the land,smashed into buildings and 
destroyed everything in its path. According to 
Abeysinghe, the buildings and bungalows 
that lined the beaches of the resort disap- 
peared in the blink of an eye. 

Abeysinghe followed one of her relatives. 
She and her family climbed to the top of a 
water tower where they waited in disarray 
until the waves died down. Safety was a 20- 
minute walk to a small mountain 30 meters 
above sea level where more than a thousand 
people had gathered to escape the surging 
sea. 

The sight on top of the mountain was 
tragic according to Abeysinghe. “Everyone 
was crying and praying, hoping that another 
wave wouldn't come. Many had lost their 
loved ones. Children were without their par- 
ents. Dead bodies were everywhere,” she 
says. 

“It was really tragic. Tons of people [went] 
there to enjoy the beach, the climate and 
everything. And in a second, everybody’s 
lives are shattered,” Abeysinghe says. 

Abeysinghe waited on the top of the moun- 
tain that harbored so many terrified people. 
Fear then set in Abeysinghe’s mind. There 
was no where to go if a wave were to engulf 
the mountain. People began to look for things 
to hold onto if the sea swept in once again. 

“The sad thing was that | was looking 
around and there was not more than eight 
trees around me,” Abeysinghe says. “I was 
thinking, ‘what would | hold on to?” 

Abeysinghe avoided the inevitable 
thoughts of death. But depression finally set 
in. Seeing people who had come out to enjoy 
anice day atthe beach only to loose all of their 
loved ones in a moments notice, frightened 
Abeysinghe. 

_ “Some people had lost each and every 


member of their family but they were saved,” she 
says. “They were there crying, wondering why 
they were saved.” 

While trying to process all that had hap- 
pened, Abeysinghe consoled her younger cous- 
ins. They waited atop the mountain for help to 
arrive. 

Four hours later, a single-engine chopper 
arrived to rescue people and bring them to safety. 
Abeysinghe and her family were among the first 
to be rescued. Many people were stuck on the 
mountain for up to two days without food and 
water, according to Abeysinghe . 

As the chopper lifted off en route to Ampora 
Air Force Base in mid-east Sri Lanka, the sight of 
reality set in for Abeysinghe . 

They waited at the Air Force base for almost 
eight hours until a family member could pick 
them up. Abeysinghe and her family were espe- 
cially thankful to be alive and together. 

They had lost their material possessions. All 
this seemed insignificant to Abeysinghe when 
she returned to her home in western Sri Lanka. 
After seeing people hurt, crying for their loved 
ones and the sight of death and suffering, noth- 
ing else mattered except the fact that she and her 
family were alive, Abeysinghe says. 

The aftermath of the deadly tsunamis left the 
country in a somber, grieving state. No one was 
in the mood to ring in the new year. Grief struck 
all over the country. 

Abeysinghe felt a need to help her people 
who were in need of service. She went to differ- 
ent sites and organized camps for those who had 
lost their homes. She also volunteered with the 
Red Cross and helped distribute medical sup- 
plies and clothes to people who were stuck in 
certain parts of the country. 

When Abeysinghe returned to Long Beach to 
begin the spring semester, she was astounded 
by how many people were aware of what hap- 
pened in her country. 

“Whenever | say I’m from Sri Lanka they all 
panic and are like, ‘Oh my God, do you still have 
family that live there?” she says. “I think people 
wouldn’t even know where Sri Lanka was on the 
map, but they all know where our country is right 
now. It’s sad how we got popular.” 

“People back there still suffer. They still de- 
pend on other people. If | find myself complain- 
ing, | just appreciate all that | have because 
people, especially here in America, have lots 
more to appreciate,” she says. “Life is really 
uncertain. You’ve got to enjoy each and every 
day and really appreciate what you have.” [] 


“LAUGH-OUT-LOUD FUNNY... 


ASTELLAR CAST!” 


Jason Naomi Jude — isabelle Directed tay 
SCHWARTZMAN WATTS LAW HUPPERT DAVID O. RUSSELL 


Pee Oe Ove 


— 


Here’s your chance to get 
a free | [] Huckabees ! 
DVD! The first 10 people 
who come by the Dig 
Magazine office and fill 
out a short survey will ge 
a DVD. We’re in SSPA 
030. 
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In the Tom Hanks film, “The ‘burbs,” there's some unusual activity taking 
place within the dilapidated confines of the house next door— and it’s 
turning the neighborhood upside down: perfect grave-sized holes dug in 
the back yard, ominous characters peering outthe curtained windows and 
that wretched sound coming from the basement. Jeez, what is that? 

Lucky for us, this cinematic scenario exists in movie-world, but don't 
make yourself comfortable just yet. As we speak, a sexy-strange machine 
is revving its pistons and greasing its turbines in the “burbs” of Long 
Beach. Youmay have heard the rattling; that velvety scream you think you 
heard and can't get out your head is real. You may have thought, “What 
in hell...2” The goosebumps on your arms, those butterflies in your 
stomach are not physiological flukes; it’s This Love Machine, and Mr. 
Edwall (vocals), Joe Love (bass, vocals), Mike the Red (guitar, vocals.) 
and Bob (Drums) are here to stick it to the neighborhood, sex you up, and 
send you to bed with a perma-grin. 

DM: Describe each other. 

Joe about Edwall: | love his sexiness. He looks good. A band has to 
sound good and look good. Edwall pulls it off. He’s not the greatest looking 
guy in the world... 

Bob: He’s not. 

Edwall: Hey, it happens. 

Edwall about Joe: Joe is my left hand man. | love his groove and his 
soul. He’s got the love. He’s got the passion. It’s the perfect equation. Ifhe 
wasn't with us or if he was doing something else, | don't think we would 
be where we're at right now. 

Joe: He just made my answer look like shit. 

Mike about Bob: Bob is like a cute little puppy. Every time | see him 
he brings a smile to my face. He’s all | can ask forin a drummer. He plays 
the best beats I've ever heard a drummer play. And he looks good doing 
it. 

Bob about Mike: In the age of death and chemical warfare, Mike 
makes it all look like puppies —like puppies playing in a green field. 

DM: Is it true that people feel sexier after listening to your music? 

Mike: | know for a fact that it’s true. Our music does help release 
endorphins. 

Edwall: We put aphrodisiacs inside the CD case. When people open 
them, they get a whiff. When you listen to it, you want to hump something. 
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UNPERGROUND 


By Lee Underwood 
Illustration By Mike Clegern 


DM: Can you dance to the music you guys play? 

Joe: You can definitely shake your ass to our music. 

Mike: You can dance to our music, but you can also make love to our 
music. 

Bob: While dancing, yeah. 

DM: Whose the best dancer? 

Joe: | wanna say me, but | don’t know. 

Mike: It's either Edwall or Joe. 

Bob: I'd have to say Joe. 

Edwall: Yeah, probably Joe. 

Mike: But lap dances, then it's little Bob. 

Bob: It’s true. 

Edwall: Oh, no question about that. 

DM: Who is the sexiest man or woman alive? 

Edwall: |have to go for Frank Sinatra. The eyes ... he killed them. His 
voice is just angelic. 

Mike: Elvis was pretty sexy. 

Edwall: Yeah, Elvis had the voice and the hips. Dancing and sex 
belong in the same category. DM: Bob, are you really that good or do you 
have a machine inside of you? 

Bob: | wish there was a machine that they could implant inside of me. 
I'm decent. It's not about how good | am; every hit means something to 
me. It's how | play it. I'm speaking through the drums. It’s a language to 
me. 

DM: Joe, what have you learned from past band experiences that you 
bring to This Love Machine? 

Joe: The one thing | did learn from being in bands since | was young 
is to rehearse as much as | can, perfect the song, get it right—that’s our 
product. | want everyone to look good. We take our time with the music, 
but when it comes to the business end we have to stay on top of it. This 
is abusiness. We are running a company here. Music is our product and 
we are the owners. We have to get it done. With any business, you can't 
just sit and wait for things to happen. You've got to get out there and work, 
play shows, let people know you're around. 

DM: What can people expect when they go to your shows? 

Bob: You're gunna hear good, honest music. This is what we came 
up with inside of a studio. Here you go, enjoy it! 

Edwall: if you come to a live show not ever hearing about us, it won't 
be like at other shows where you fold your arms and just stand there and 
you're not into it; our shows are completely interactive. We want as many 
people to get involved as possible. That way, we can have the best of 
times. This is all about the soul. This is about passion. We are all here to 
share and laugh and have a good time and, at the same time, get some 
work done. 

Bob: Bring your dancing shoes. [ 
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MIASTER’S or ARTS in INTERNATIONAL STUDIES 


CHINA 


Mastery 


Experience 
Adventure 
Progress 
Challenge 
Opportunity 


Concordia University’s Master’s of Arts in international Studies (MA-IS) program is designed for college 
graduates who are looking to further their educational experience with a hands-on program that allows 
them to put into practice many of the principles they have studied for several years. 


The Master's program provides a capstone project to a college education, furthering the student's 
preparation for service after graduation and greatly enhancing their undergraduate education. 


This unique one-year intensive program acts as a catalytic year for students. A year in which graduate 
students learn about independence while also having the opportunity to test what they know as truth in 
the context of the reai world. 


This Master's program is unlike most programs in that it is truly a real life adventure, an opportunity to 
discover new things about life and about one’s self. 


It is estimated that it would take three years of normal North American life to achieve the same level of 
growth and gain the same level of professional experience that takes place in this one year overseas 
Master’s program. 


Master's of Arts in International Studies graduate students leave the intensive program equipped with 
numerous tools and experiences that will forever change their world and the world in which they will 
serve, whether that service is in China or anywhere else in the world. 


As a college senior or recent graduate, you have an amazing opportunity to share your life and, at the 
same time, enhance the college education you've just received. It's a way to impact your résumé. It will 
prepare you for longer-term service in Asia, as well as other unique jobs or opportunities in North 
America. 


To find out more cali 1-800-229-1200 ext. 1318, 
or email Paul Marquardt, International Program Director at 
paul. marquardt@cui.edu 


Interested in the possibilities? 
Check out these web sites 


www.shenzhenwindow.net 


www.chinatoday.com 


Christian Values 


www .cui.edu (click on Graduate Programs tab) reel Ea ceets 


REViEWS: Can you Dig it? 


By Angela Burke 


€. x Joining the advocates of synth-based rock, 
_ the New York quintet, The Bravery, defy 
the mainstream with their latest EP re- 
lease, “Unconditional.” 

While their band name is derived from 
the idea that today’s young adults are 
drowning in thoughts of worthlessness, 
self-doubt and fear, The Bravery serves as areminder to stand tall 
and not be afraid—and that’s exactly the mindset they use to 
create their music. 

Released on Island Records this past fall, the four-song 
“Unconditional” EP includes their latest hit single, “An Honest 
Mistake.” The song features a rapid drum beat as the backbone 
of the song, mixed with synthesizers and catchy guitar riffs for the 
melody. 

The opening sound on their first single, “Unconditional,” is 
reminiscent of the emergence of the morning daylight, further 
intensified by synthesizers. This sound is joined by minor keys on 
the electric guitar and a thumping drum beat that steadily picks up 
the tempo of the song. Itthen slows as the Robert Smith-like vocals 
of Sam Endicott emanate. 

Their sound is largely influenced by the idea of recreating rock 
‘n’ roll music as dance music. The Bravery exemplifies the perfect 
combination of synthetic sounds and the visceral reaction you 
receive from a live rock band. The spirit of the New York club 
movement that combined punk-inspired dance music with fashion 
and visual art, known as electroclash, has a new leader. Are you 
brave enough to follow? 

The Bravery’s full-length, debut album is due out later this 
spring. 


DVD: “The Notebook” 


By Angela Mejia 
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On the cover of the newly-released DVD, 
“The Notebook,” the passion between the two 
main characters Allie (Rachel McAdams) and 
Noah (Ryan Gosling) is only a visual fraction 
of the intensity of their love throughout the 
movie. Allie and Noah take the viewer on a 
journey of whatit’s like to find true love and the 
power it has to overcome any unexpected 
mishaps life may bring. 

The saying, “Love makes you do crazy things,” holds true for 
Noah’s character. From dangling on a bar at the top of a ferris- 
wheel to gain Allie’s attention, to building her dream house 
despite her absence in his life, Noah proves that love can make 
you crazy enough to do just about anything. 

If you’re not into the sappy love story, you may still appre- 
ciate the journey back to the 1940s in North Carolina. The old 
cars, costumes and Southern mentality of this era are precisely 
recreated. 

So girls, grab your man and watch this movie together. If he’s 
not already the romantic you dream of, he may learn a few tips 
from Noah’s character on how adveniurous love can really be. 


CD: Erasure - “Nightbird” : 


By Scott Boardman 


Contrary to popular belief, Erasure, the 
synth-pop duo of the 80s is still alive and 
making albums. Although the new CD 
“Nightbird” has been left in the dark when 
it comes to radio play, the songs still soar 
lyrically. 

Sticking to what they do best, which 
critics say could be their biggest downfall, lead singer, Andy 
Bell, says this album is a throwback to “Chorus,” one of their 
classic albums that spawned some of their hits. 

The first single “Breathe” has a great beat, soulful lyrics and 
a fantastic video with a Japanese theme. However, the only 
places to hear or see it is on the band’s Web site 
(www.erasureinfo.com), Europe or gay dance clubs here in the 
states. 

From “I Broke It All In Two,” to “Lets Take One More Rocket 
To the Moon” and “Don’t Say You Love Me,” the songs on the 
album range from apologetic ballads, swooning love songs and 
bitter breakup stories. 

Allin all, “Nightbird” is a solid album and a definite improve- 
ment from 2003’s disappointing album, “Other People’s Songs” 
and 2000’s “Love Boat,” which except for one track, could have 
been titled “Titanic”. 

New Erasure fan? Pick up their “Greatest Hits” album and 
definitely catch them in concert. They come to Los Angeles for 
three sold-out shows at The Avalon in May and another concert 
in Anaheim that still has tickets available. Rest assured, Clarke 
has the flamboyance, charisma and talent to keep you enter- 
tained for hours. 


CD: LeAnn Rimes - “This Woman” 


By Ginny Galvin 


From Star Search to star quality, LeAnn 
Rimes has transformed from little girltwang 
to one of today’s most powerful vocalist. 
The maturity of her voice carries into her 
new album, “This Woman.” 

The importance of appealing to a di- 
verse audience is evident on the album, 
which displays her country roots, new pop-rock sound and her 
experiences with love. 

Rimes’ soulful voice is backed by guitars and a catchy drum 
beat on the album’s debut-single, “Nothing ‘Bout Love Makes 
Sense.” This song currently holds the No.7 slot on Billboard’s “Hot 
Country Singles and Tracks” chart. 

The songs on “This Woman” are great to sing along with, 
especially “You Take Me Home,” and “Got It Bad.” The most 
unique quality of this album is that while the beat of each song 
remains original, it flows into the next song, leaving the listener 
wondering if anew song has started. This quality makes the album 
great for cleaning the house (the tempo and strong vocals will keep 
you moving around), getting ready for school (to wake you up 
without waking up the whole house) and keeping you in a light- 
hearted mood throughout the day. 
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Nick Towle’s lust for globe-trotting is insatiable. The simple “Hey, how 
was your summer?” question means something completely different to 
him. Towlecan easily spend the better part of weekend talking about the 
intoxicating landscape and various cultures of Oaxaca or living on a 
deserted island and diving on sunken galleons in the Dominican Repub- 
lic. 

A full-time anthropology major at CSULB, Nick places travel high on 
his list of priorities. “| usually keep a journal,” Towle says to me one rainy 
evening over a round of beers. We were planning our next trip to... 
somewhere. Patagonia sounded good. 

“| kept a journal in the Domincan Republic, but | lost it in a 
thunderstorm,” he continues. Clearly, from this creative writing piece, 
Nick’s most-used journal is kept in his head. Here, he shares his craft with 
travel as his inspiration. 


By Nick Towle 


sag and my head begins to droop. | had stayed up the entire night 

before working on an essay that will probably eam no better than 
a C. Exhausted, my mind drifts away. Suddenly, profesora Arteaga’s 
sweet Spanish voice is sounding a bitless foreign, andl am comprehend- 
ing the day’s lecture—the first sign that something strange is going on. As 
| drift further away through the back alleys and time portals of my mind, 
| am increasingly unaware that I’m falling asleep, yet again, amidst my 
classmates. 

Her voice now slows to a low drone, and | find myself beneath the 
bellowing sea. | begin to dream of sunlight, filtering down across the big 
blue, and shattering against the rocky bottom below. For the moment, | 
am at peace, and my Spanish class ceases to exist. The silent emerald 
environment grows increasingly familiar, until | realize that | am back on 
the Sonoma Coast—a few hours north of San Francisco—onasummer’s 
freedive with my brother Michael. 

The underwater dream dives deeper. 

| purse my lips, pump some blood, and pass my watch in front of my 
face—seven minutes, 77 seconds. “That’s odd,” I think. “I should be dead 
by now—and my watch can’t read 77”. | fin over to peer between two 
“tangoing’ kelp reeds and check on my brother. He lowers his gaze, down 
from the surface, to meet mine. He puts his fingers in the shape of an OK, 
and | feel reassured that things will be alright. Supremely relaxed, | letthe 
rhythmic surge pull me backwards and sweep me gently across the 
ocean’s floor. 

My essay is far from mind. 

Moving to meet with his green-shelled lover, a sea turtle with a smile 
glissades past me. Diamond-like refractions of light bounce off theirbacks 
as they sing their silent love song, and | wonder how long they can go at 
it with out coming up or air. And now, thinking of air, | begin to consider 
my own underwater limitations. A sudden panic comes over me. Self- 
doubt demolishes the dream. 

My professor's voice fades back, and | lunge forward in my seat as 
if to dodge a punch. Class has just ended. As the students filter out, | 
apologize to the girlnextto me for freaking her out. I slump backin my chair 
for a moment to let my heart catch its rightful rhythm, and | attempt to 
remember my dream. Memories of muscling abalone shells off the rocky 
Nor-Cal shores, and slithering through slimy kelp beds come flooding 
back. | remember all the hours spent just practicing holding my breath— 
typically in the car while driving. With these pleasant memories, my spirit 
enlivens, and | find the energy to run off to my next class. 


S=: in Spanish class, drained of all academic energy, my eyes 


Every student has a story. Each month, they get to tell it here. 
Foreward By Lee Underwood 


As | step into the ¢ 
hallways, | take a deep 
breath and holditin my 
lungs. The excitement 
of my daydream has y 
inspired me to start my 
apnea exercises again * 
(lung training). | man- 
age to hold my breath § 
throughout the entire 
journey to the LA 5 % 
building. By the time | 
throw open the class- 
room door, my face is a light periwinkle blue. A rapid exchange of oxygen 
for the toxic carbon-dioxide within sends me reeling back into the seat 
closestto the door. As my Anthro 401 class begins, only one laughing soul 
in the back is aware that | have passed out, face down, on my desk. 

| begin to dream again. 

| experience that classic sensation of falling, until it jolts to a stop, and 
Ifind myself atop a greathill. Surveyingthe arid valley below, |seeaparade 
of sixteen individuals, each in a different color dress, speaking in sixteen 
different tongues. As travel time within dreamscapes can be instanta- 
neous, | suddenly find myself on the valley floor, standing in close proximity 
to the marchers. | observe their squat, wrinkled faces, and am reminded 
of my travels to Oaxaca. Oaxaca, which is one of the thirty-two states in 
Mexico, is a mix of mountain chains and valley regions spilling southerly 
into the flattened isthmus and pacific coastal regions of Central America. 
Now, fully aware of the Oaxacan landscape surrounding me, I begintosee 
parallels between these unique processional marchers and the sixteen 
distinct cultures that inhabit this land of Oaxaca. 

| feel my heart beating—probably trying to wake me up for class—but 
| won't have it, and continue to reminisce. 

| catch a flood of familiar sounds and smells, and the processional 
marchers vanish from my memory. The faint playing of an accordian, 
pumping outa familiar “corrido”, caresses my ear, and lightly buming cobs 
ofmaize and scents of chilipepperwaftpastmy nose. A hungerrisesinside 
me. As|turntofollowthese savory smells, I trip blindly overaspiny maguey 
plant. | hit the ground and roll over onto one of its thousand spear tip-like 
shoots. My heartbeats fasterasitstabs intomy back. Thenitstabs again— 
and again. 

| wake up finding Aun, a girl next to me in class, wielding a freshly 
sharpened No.2 pencil over my head in a threatening manner. “Pay 
attention, desklicker,” she says. | check to see if any lead had broken off 
into my back. Now fully awake, | give my undivided attention to the class 
at hand and enjoy a lively, interactive debate over modem culture and its 
shape to come. | remember the vanishing procession of my dream. 

As class ends, | head for the one spot on campus that can serve me 
right after a day like today. | jog down University Drive and across a green 
grass lawn with three lone trees sprawling freely in the middle. | have my 
favorite, as everyone should. As | drop my backpack in the grass beside 
the tree, | thank God I’m a good climber. Perched atop my throne, above 
both my studies and my dreams, | realize that | am fortunate to have had 
such travels. But as the setting sun stares me in the face, in my perch up 
high, | realize that itis the dreams, not the travels that keep me going. The 
dreams are the reason I’m in school. As | await the falling of the sun, the 
shadows go into focus. | think about the hard work spent over long nights 
eaming a C in my Spanish class. | think to myself, “ll take my ‘C’, so long 
as | can take my dreams, too.” # 


Nick Towle 
dreams on 
his perch. 
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